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Summary: 


Hopper lives! But he's in Russia, imprisoned for unknown reasons. 
Also unknown is how he got there. No one will talk to him. 


Joyce can’t stop thinking about him. Is it her grief talking, or is 
something weird going on? 


Spoilers through the end of S3. 


WIP - read at your own risk! 


1. Chapter 1 


For three whole days, Joyce mourned for Hop. She had to be strong, 
for the kids’ sake, so it was only alone in her room at night that she 
allowed herself to even feel it, to be angry at the world and the 
Russians for taking him away from her just when she was finally able 
to admit that maybe she did like him after all, and to be bitterly sorry 
that she hadn’t kissed him when she had the chance.The truth was, 
he had liked her for a while now and she knew it.She saw the way he 
looked at her.Goddamn Murray Bauman had been right.Not that Hop 
was a brute - though he could be quite brutal, mostly to people who 
deserved it - but that she had wondered what he would be like in 
bed.His hands were just so large. And a little bit rough in that way 
that made her shiver, alone in the dark. Whenever he had touched 
her - such little of it as there was - was as if she were made of 
porcelain, fragile and infinitely valuable.She had wondered what it 
would be like to fuck him, the thoughts came with increasing 
intrusiveness over the past few weeks.And yet she had always held 
back, held herself apart, the way she had ever since Lonnie turned 
out to be such a total asshole - hell, even though it was proven to be 
totally right, her last minute quest to find out why her magnets kept 
falling down was also on some level an excuse to stand him up, 
because what her heart secretly wanted was always last on the list of 
what she was supposed to do.Something always came up, and 
recently it had been literally saving the world, but that didn’t make it 
any less cowardly. 


Bob, now; Bob was easy. Bob was nice. Bob was utterly harmless and 
tame as a lap dog. (A loyal and brave and kind one, but nonetheless.) 
Hop was decidedly neither harmless nor nice. He was a great wolf of 
a man and it scared her a little. (A lot, her mind corrected her, and 
when he was alive - here she found her hand clenched into a fist, 
stuffed into her mouth, and she choked off a tiny cry around it - that 
had been a good excuse to shove down any attraction she felt to the 
very bottom of herself, to let it languish, because if she had gone out 
with him it could have gone somewhere, and she had no idea where 
that place would be, which was fucking terrifying.)But she 
remembered having seen his junk and she blushed hotly even in the 
dark, and then she touched herself and imagined her hands were his, 


and when she came she cried a little, and she couldn’t have said 
whether it was for grief or for release or for sheer rage, or maybe all 
three. 


And the next day she got up and went on pretending she was all 
right. Held it together for the sake of the kids, like she had been 
doing for years. 


2. Chapter 2 


At first Jim tried to be noble. Staring into her eyes, he thought so 
hard at her, “Better me than you, babe” that he was surprised she 
didn’t hear it and snap back something sarcastic that would have 
betrayed some secret feeling. He could see it in her eyes, that she did 
give some kind of a damn that he was going to die without ever even 
kissing her on the goddamn cheek, and his heart broke for her being 
sad until suddenly with a mighty fury he wanted to live, fuck it all, 
fuck nobility, fuck saving the world even, if there was any justice in 
the universe it would allow him to go on one goddamn date with 
Joyce Byers and maybe get to second base after dinner, and then the 
world winked out and before he even had time to think “Welp, I’m 
dead” he found himself in a pitch black room.At first he just assumed 
he was dead and this was some kind of bullshit purgatory but then he 
swung his fist out and hit the floor, concrete that was faintly dusty or 
dirty, some tiny grains ground against his palm. 


He shouted “Hey!” into the blackness and heard voices approaching. 
He had time to wonder if it was the sheer force of his longing to 
prong Joyce that magically saved his life by teleporting him into an 
unknown dimension - hell, stranger things had happened over the 
past few years - before he heard what the voices were saying. Or 
rather, what they were talking in. Fucking Russian. 


“Are you kidding me with this?!” he yelled at the universe at large. 
“Why the fuck didn’t I learn any Russian from stupid Murray?!” 


They were definitely talking about him now, and he could see a light 
under the door - so he was in a room, and probably locked in. 


“Nyet!” he yelled, which was literally the only Russian he knew. A 
virtual torrent of incomprehensible Russian followed. 


“Goddamn it, Pm an American! AMERICANSKI!” he tried. 


Someone laughed out loud. The muttering got more urgent, then 
faded as they went down a hallway, away from his door. He slammed 
his hand against the cold concrete floor in frustration. 


3. Chapter 3 


At one point when Will was being possessed by that thing, Joyce had 
thought to herself that he had always been a little otherworldly.Like 
he was some kind of radio antenna, tuning in to aliens.And that 
clearly he had gotten that quality from her.(Lonnie was the most 
prosaic son of a bitch you’d never want to meet.)But Joyce heard 
things, sometimes, things that she was pretty sure other people 
weren't trying to tell her. Sometimes she could look at someone - the 
right someone, not just any old idiot - and tell what they were 
thinking.Sometimes she dreamt things that later came true. 


And lately she kept hearing Hopper’s voice, clear as day when no one 
was around. 


Joyce, like a finger tapping on her shoulder.I’m sorry. 


At first she assumed it was her wishful thinking.For quite some time 
she thought that.Finally she snapped at the empty air, “Stop saying 
you’re fucking sorry, Hop, and tell me where the hell you are!” 


Silence.She didn’t expect an answer.She wasn’t even sure he’d heard 
her.She didn’t know if he had an antenna like her, like Will, or if he 
was another deaf guy like Lonnie, or like Bob - poor sweet dead Bob 
couldn’t hear her if she was shouting at him in her head.There had to 
be another way to get through to him.If he was even alive and this 
whole thing wasn’t just another very special episode of Joyce Byers 
Goes Crazy as a way of not dealing with her unresolved feelings 
about the guy. 


Joyce. 

Joyce. 

Oh God, Joyce. 

Then she started hearing Beatles songs. Oookay. 


On the fifth night, she finally dreamt that Hop was trying to talk to 
the Russians. 


His voice echoed off the walls - where was he exactly? some kind of 
cell, it felt like - as he shouted at them, “ENGLISH! Do any of you 
bastards even speak it?? I’m not a spy! I don’t know how I got here! 
Damn you all to hell, at least fucking tell me what you want!!” 


She listened carefully as they replied with cruel and sarcastic tones, 
trying to remember what they were saying even though she didn’t 
understand it, knowing that the only thing preventing her from 
waking up right now and figuring out how to contact Murray was the 
need to have something to give him.She repeated a few words 
phonetically to herself over and over until the slamming of what 
sounded like a cell door woke her up, her sheets soaked in sweat, and 
scrambled for the light switch and pen and paper. 


4. Chapter 4 


For some interminable amount of time - which might have been 
several days, or it could have been weeks, he had no way of knowing 
- no one would speak to him in English. They shoved food through a 
slot in the door, and they refused to turn the lights on - he discovered 
by feel that there was a noisome prison toilet hole in the corner, cut 
into the floor (classy!), but no matter how much he yelled, no one 
would speak to him directly. He started singing just to annoy them, 
“Born In The USA”, “I Love Rock & Roll” and then as much of “Back 
in the USSR” as he could remember, just for a change of pace - he 
heard one of the guards tapping on a cell door in rhythm and 
chuckling to himself at that, which of course made Hop stop 
immediately as the last thing he wanted to do was give these bastards 
the slightest bit of enjoyment out of keeping him a prisoner. 


But then it occurred to him, maybe he could subvert one of these 
pinko fucks.He experimented and discovered that this one guard did 
like Beatles songs.Whenever that guard was on duty, the tapping let 
him know his serenade was appreciated.But some other asshole who 
was clearly in charge would always come along after a few minutes 
and yell at him in Russian, actually yelling at both of them like two 
kids caught passing notes in class. 


“Pm willing to share with the class!” Hop shouted at him.Someone 
chuckled.They clearly understood some English, though they refused 
to speak it to him.Perhaps they were trying to break his spirit.Well, 
better men than they had failed. 


He waited until whoever was bringing the food next came by and 
whisper-sang, “My Michelle”.The guard stopped for just a second, but 
that was enough. 


“Hi,” Hop whispered to him. “Do you speak English?” 


There was another pause. “Not... now,” came the halting reply. 
“Trouble, watching.” 


And sure enough, their old friend Asshole-in-Charge started yelling, 
apparently BeatlesFan was taking too long to thrust slop through the 


door.(Hop imagined he was saying, “No fraternizing with the 
prisoner!” in Russian.) 


"Okay," he whispered back under cover of the slot being slammed 
open. "When you can." 


A tiny glimmer of hope in the darkness - both literal and figurative. 


